unfatigued, and always, if he took a short-cut, coming
out within a few yards of our destination.
It was one of the roughest scrambles I have ever under-
taken even when I have walked with the beaters in the
densest of Norfolk woods to shoot wary cocks who tried
to avoid the doom ahead by running back under the
bracken. The satisfactory accomplishment of the task of
finding those overgrown and ancient stones, some of them
deeply embedded in the clinging soil, was an exceedingly
difficult matter. We had sometimes to use a scythe or
reaping-hook and get down (some of us, not I) on our
knees before we put the O.K. mark on the plan. My
own lawyer I have never seen so energetic. He had
started by wearing a very smart dove-coloured suit but
he ended by carrying his coat and waistcoat and farming
himself with his hat.
Half-way through this strenuous morning, McNeill and
I took a temporary rest seated upon the churchyard wall
which commanded an excellent view of the park and the
woods below. My wife, who is much more energetic
than I, was in front with Marc all the way, and to this
moment I am sure she has a sounder geographical know-
ledge of the estate than I have.
The inspection came to an end at last, but not before
there was a further attempt by one of the company to
prepare the ground for a little future trouble by disputing
the ownership of a few yards of land concealed by brambles
in the middle of the wood. As all access to these few
yards, however, was impossible owing to the fact that the
surrounding land, up to the last inch, was clearly owner-
proven, the claim was brushed on one side, greatly to the
disappointment of an old grey-bearded hanger-on carrying
a long staff and of a singularly patriarchal appearance.
Lack of access, my notary decided, would make any out-
side claim impossible. I heard afterwards that this little
pantomime had taken place every time there had been a
sale of the property during the last three or four hundred
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